man walked back to his car and Beghin returned to the
Renault.

That Is Inspector Fournier of the dock police^5 said
Beghin to me as he climbed in. 'We are going to his
territory.5 He slammed the door and turned to the driver,
'Follow the Inspector's car.'

We moved off again. Soon now the lines of trees
through which we had been driving since Ollioules thin-
ned and we passed a factory or two. Finally we swung
on to a brightly lighted road with tram tracks down the
centre and cafes on the pavements. Then we turned to
the right and I saw the name 'Boulevard de Strasbourg5
on the corner building. We were in Toulon.

The cafes were full Groups of French sailors strolled
along the pavements. There were many girls. A hand-
some young coloured woman with a picture hat and a
tight black dress walked serenely across the road in front
of us, causing our driver to brake hard and swear. An
old man was wandering along in the gutter playing a
mandolin. I saw a dark, fat man stop a sailor, say some-
thing to him, and receive a shove that sent him cannon-
ing into a woman with a tray of sweets. Farther down we
passed a naval patrol going in and out of the cafes warning
the sailors that it was time to get down to the tenders
waiting to return to the warships. Then we came to a
less frequented part of the Boulevard and the car in front
slowed down and turned to the right. A moment or two
later we were threading our way cautiously through a
network of dark, narrow streets of houses and steel-
shuttered shops. Then the houses became less frequent
and there were whole streets lined only with the high
blank walls of warehouses. It was in such a street that
we eventually stopped.
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